She was one of the first people to reply to my post and she had a profile photo of a coastal 
landscape. I dropped her a private message, first with my original post so she would know who I 
was and then a question asking her if she would like to know anything else about me. She replied 
the next day with what looked to be a copy and paste response, probably something she was sending 
to multiple donors. Married woman, will only meet with husband present, multiple failed attempts 
at IVF but no mention of her or his fertility problems. I assume it is a male factor fertility problem. 
Then she messaged a custom response saying that initially I sound like a great match as her husband 
has similar characteristics to myself. A few hours later I read her messages and reply with some 
photos of myself as well as some answers to her questions, why I was doing this, plans to get an STI 
test etc. She replies with a goal of a first donation in June and we can discuss it further in late May. 


A few days later and she wants to proceed, now I feel I need to ask some questions. Do you have 
any photos of yourself? How old are you? Up to this point she has been very distanced and business 
like and had withheld any personal details. She sends a single wedding photo that is a little 
concealed, not obvious as to what she actually looks like or how old the photo is. She says she is 38 
years old and her husband is in his late 50s. She wants a donation and would I be able to travel? Yes 
I can travel, I pushed for her location but she would only give the county, somewhere in Lancashire. 
A few days later she posts some questions about my and my families health. I really have no genetic 
health problems, nor do my family as far as I am aware which she was happy with. 


Then she informs me they will be driving past where I live to have a weekend break down south 
and it just so happens that she will be ovulating on that very day! She wants to do the donation in a 
public space, a coffee shop or supermarket. I invite her to use my living room but she declines. It’s 
on, the only question left is my STI test which I now need to book. 


I phone the NHS and make a booking, but the nurse at the clinic is off work ill so they can’t get me 
in for two weeks! Not only that the results will take another 2-3 weeks to come back! The recipient 
wants a donation in just 4 weeks and I might not make it because of a missing STI test. 


The day comes and I drive down to the clinic, do my bloods and almost pass out. I spend 15 
minutes recovering and then I’m called into do my urine tests. The nurse reiterates that it will be 2-3 
weeks before I get my results, I try and push her to get my results back sooner, I giver her my 
deadline for the donation and say there’s a bottle of wine in it if you can fast track it. She says she 
will see what she can do. I inform the recipient, it’s now up to the nurse. 


One week later I get a text message saying I’m all clear, the nurse came through for me. The 
recipient was very happy, she says that it’s always been her dream to become a mother and time is 
running out for her. I went to collect the results letter the next day with the nurses bottle of wine. All 
was in place for the donation in 3 days time. We agree to meet at 10am in a Costa coffee not far 
from where I live. She wants me to “fill” the sterile pot in the toilets of the coffee shop, but I 
propose just doing it from my flat and driving down, it’s only a 5 minute drive and the general rule 
is to do the donation within 1 hour of collecting the “sample”. She asks how will we recognise you? 
I will wear a big hat. 


It’s a long drive from Lancashire and I expect them to drop me a message telling me they are on 
their way, but I have nothing. I take a shower and prepare my paper work. I’m half expecting them 
to not even turn up, to have cold feet and never message me again. A few minutes before they are 
due to arrive I message her, are you having any problems? She replies, they have already arrived. 
Shit. I grab the pot and in record speed manage to “fill” it up in less than 4 minutes, I screw on the 
lid and place the now disturbingly warm pot in my shirt pocket to keep it upright and warm against 
my chest. Rushing around I grab my paper work, a pen, my big hat and rush out my flat paper work 
flapping in the wind. Jump in my car and drive down to the coffee shop. 


It’s only a brisk 5 minute drive and I encounter no traffic. I easily find a car park space and 
awkwardly grasping my paperwork and pen I walk into the entrance of the shop. I walk straight 
passed the counter, not looking at anyone, the 1 hour timer is ticking. The recipient told me she and 
her husband would be sitting near the toilets, I make my way over and I immediately see them. The 
husband looked just like his photo and was very recognisable and I often have problems recognising 
people. He was bald and wearing a smart jacket and she also looked well dressed and fashionable. 
Both were drinking coffee, the husband drinking maybe a Cappuccino and the wife drinking a 
Mocha or a Latte. I stood out quite alot with my large hat and thick long ginger hair and she 
recognised me as I walked up to their table. 


I confidently introduced myself. They invited me to sit down and I slid the STI test results across 
the table which was grabbed up by the husband who pulled out his glasses and started reading. I 
also slid across the two copies of the contract, legally worthless I explained but I’m just doing it to 
confirm all parties were involved in the decision. The wife not caring about paperwork offered to 
buy me a coffee and she partially stood up, but I declined and she sat back down. The timer is 
ticking and if she is queuing up it may delay the donation, besides I’m not sure how long I want to 
stay. She exclaimed several times that this was weird and each time she stared downwards to her 
feet, maybe she was just trying to get away from the situation. The husband after reading my STI 
results handed them to his wife who briefly looked at them. He then picked up the contract and 
started reading. I ask some general questions, how was your drive? Did you find the place easily 
The still warm pot in my shirt pocket reminding me that the 1 hour timer was always ticking away. 


After about 5 minutes they had both signed the contract and asked for the sterile pot which I 
discreetly handed over to the wife under the coffee table. She then grabbed a bag which was sitting 
on an empty seat, stood up and walked behind us to the toilets. It had been 10 — 15 minutes since 
the pot was filled. 


While the wife was filling herself up with my sperm I make small talk to her infertile husband. He 
was quite serious and he explained he was worried that in 10 years time I would turn up to their 
house shouting that I’m the real farther. I quietly say that is not going to happen, he is speaking loud 
enough that I think other people in the coffee shop can hear us. He is worried that I am going to try 
and wedge myself into the child's life but I am afraid they are going to try and drag me into the 
child's life. Maybe a common theme for donors and recipient families. That is why they have been 
so distanced and business like. 


After another 5 minutes the wife walked out of the toilets carrying her bag, she sat down and again 
exclaimed that this was so weird! I took my cue that they no longer wanted me around, I said 


goodbye, picked up my paperwork and exited out the nearby door. I got in my car and drove home. 


For the rest of the day I could not stop saying to myself “Oh boy, oh boy, oh boy!”. 


